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WOODROW (CERTAIN newspapers see fit to 
WILSON’S criticise WoopRow WILSON 
CRIME. because the views of the Initia- 

tive and Referendum which he 
now holds are not the views which he held for 
many years. ‘They imply rather broadly, and 
with accompaniment of sneers, that a man 
who thus changes his opinions cannot be sin- 
cere, and they take pleasure in quoting from 
the writings of Dr. WiLson in the past pas- 
sages quite the opposite in sentiment from the 
convictions expressed in his recent speeches. 
To date, Dr. WiLtson has borne up bravely 
against such damning charges. He has de- 
clined to go into exile. He continues to 
keep his head erect. Possibly he figures, the 
way a good many other folks do, that there 
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are plenty of precedents which justify a public 
man in changing his mind if he wants to, and 
without first securing written permission from 
this or that newspaper. GLADSTONE started 
his public career as a ‘Tory and ended it as a 
Liberal. DisRAELI did the reverse; and 
there is no record that either of them felt 
obliged to make excuses. In this country, if 
we mistake not, the history of the freed slave 
is but the history of a change of mind. 
Northerners of the present day are wont to 
claim that “we” did it; that Northern senti- 
ment was always anti-slavery; but they don’t 
have to delve very deeply into United States 
annals to find out. that in the years before 
the war there was just as much _ pro-slavery 
sentiment in the North as in the South, In 
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the early days an Abolitionist was just as 
impossible a creature, just as much of a crazy 
freak, crank, or radical, north of Mason and 
Dixon’s line as south of it. We are not 
endeavoring to compare the Initiative and 
Referendum with the cause of human freedom, 
but suggest that if sneers and scoffs are not in 
good taste when applied to men who changed 
their views of the latter, neither are they in 
the best of good form when aimed at men who 
have altered their views of the former. There 
is a saying somewhere that a wise man changes 
his mind many times, but a fool never. It 
would be a sad day for many newspapers if 
the rule of consistency were imposed upon 
the journalistic profession. WoopRow WILSON 
need n’t lose any sleep. 
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HE CAN LEAD THEM TO THE WATER, BLT CAN HE GET THEM IN? 





TaFT.— Come on, boys! The water’s fine! 
GRAND CHoRUsS,— We don’t want to! It’s cold! 








TREAT NLA TIT PATI RIMES 8 et 


— 











expect to have the car turn turtle and—look out! My soul and 
body! We nearly ran into that ditch! What under the sun, moon, 


and stars do you want to try to do so many things the Lord 
never intended that you should do? You are forever—look 


a? 
if out for that lady crossing the street, or they ’ll take her home on 
a stretcher! I do wish to goodness that you would let the 
chauffeur drive and not—1I don’t care if your life zs insured! 
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a ‘lhe rest of usare not insured and— good heavens! Don’t 
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you know any better than to go over a rough place 
like that at a rate of sixty 

miles an hour? I 
nearly bounced 
out of the car! 
If this is what you 
can call a joy-ride I 
a> prefer walking, and— 
for mercy sake stop the 
car if you can and let me 
get out and go home on 
the trolley! I wish that a 
tire would burst or the old 
machine break down so that you 
would fave to stop. I never — 
LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP. look out for that nurse-girl with 
the baby-carriage right ahead of 
us! She’d defer run! Anything 
a mile ahead of this car had 
better get under cover as soon 

i eitiaaalahintagts as possible with you at the wheel! 
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AGITATED OLD Gunt.— Quick! My daughter is overboard! Save her, 
and she shall be your wife! 
BLAsE Prerson.— Wait till a wave rolls her over and I can see her face! 








I do wish, George, that—here IN THE SUBURBS. 
HOME, SWEET HOME! comes another car! If we don’t have a “How are your vegetables 
HEN your hostess serves dinner a half-hour late, collision I will—why. don’t you turn out? looking?” 
Don’t mind it, because you ’re expected to wait. ‘l'urn out quick or—I honestly believe that igo ge Sra gc 
Remember, if tempted to fret or to foam, we missed that car by not more than six 0. i, the whole batch that 
For a good place to grumble there ’s no place like inches! No wonder the driver of the other dares to look me in the eye!” 
home, car swore at you! I bet you we will have 
YY ff) |} Home, Home, Sweet, Sweet Home, our number taken yet before this precious joy-ride comes to an end! It 
// Be it ever so grumble, there’s no place like home! will be a miracle if we don’t have our measures taken for our coffins and — 
I'll zot keep still while you are trying to drive this car! If you must — 
If you don’t like your boss, here’s a much safer plan — look out for that little bridge ahead of us! I read the other day of a green- 
Tell your family at home what you think of the man; horn driver running his car off a bridge and killing —my soul / If you 
Just bottle your wrath and preserve your aplomb. did n’t come within one of — my heart is in my mouth! W hat is that? It 
For a good place to grumble there’s no place like home. can’t be or I'd keep still? How can you expect me to keep still when—O, 
Home, Home, Sweet, Sweet Home, good heavens! Murder! Help! What! It’s nothing but a fuse blowing 
Be it ever so grumble, there’s no place like home! out? It would n’t have blown out if some one else had been driving the 
car! Thank goodness we'll Aave to stop a few minutes anyhow! This 
/ If your editor’s policy ’s perfectly nil, is the last joy-ride I ever take with you at the wheel! Max Merryman, 





Don’t write him; perhaps he might send in the bill. 
Tell your wife that his sheet is as yellow as chrome; 
For a good place to grumble there’s no place like 
home. 
Home, Home, Sweet, Sweet Home, 
Be it ever so grumble, there’s no place like home. 














When seeking a place to give vent to your views 
It’s well to consider the spot that you choose. 
So here is the pertinent pith of my “pome:” 
For a good place te grumble there’s no place like home. 
Home, Home, Sweet, Sweet Home, 
Be it ever so grumble, there’s no place like home! 
Frank Hill Phillips. 
oat 


WHEN HODSON DROVE THE CAR. 


‘ 4| ae Hopson.— Now, George Hodson, I don’t think 
that you ought to try to drive this auto yourself! 

You know very well that you do not know the first blessed 
thing about machinery and that—/ook out/ We came 
within an ace of colliding with that buggy! I think that 
every man should stick to his last and not—for pity sake, 

do you want to kill us all! We nearly went over rounding 
that curve! Do let the chauffeur drive or—look out for 
that wagon coming! If you don’t have a suit for damages 

on your hands before we get home I miss my guess —don’t = 














so fi ing < i car! If 5 
go so fast when you know nothing about driving a SUMMER SINCERITY. 
you must drive and run the risk of sending us all to eternity, 

do for pity sake drive slow and—yes, you will give us a joy- Sue. —Then you never told any other girl that you loved her? 
ride, won’t you? A great joy-ride when we can at any moment Hr. —No indeed; the others have got it in writing! 





: ees ideal man may be hard to find, but the ideal boy —if you can beliewe his 
mother—is extremely numerous. 

















THE LAST NIGHT. 


gazing down the uneven slope that stretched 
before them. The silvery rim of the moon 
rose through feathery clouds, making a pic- 
ture to which no artist could do justice. It was 
an evening in midsummer. Such an evening 
as makes love seem the more beautiful, and 
the man and woman had loved each other 
since childhood. 

They were both young; he not over 
twenty-five, the woman several years his 
junior. She had asad, wistful little face, and 
clear white skin, offset by a mass of chestnut 
hair. ‘The man was tall and handsome, and 
like the woman, dark. The unmistakable stamp 
of good breeding encompassed them both. 

The woman stirred with a sigh. “It is 
= our last night here,” she said. ‘“‘l'o-morrow 

=, you must return to your work —I to my hus- 

band.” <A groan escaped her at the mention- 

ing of that name. Her companion frowned. His thoughts 

seemed far from pleasant. Then aftera moment: “Is he very — 

busy nowadays?” It was as though nothing else could be said 

at such a time. She thrust out her hands with an impatient 
little gesture. 

“O, yes, I dare say. They tell me he is very successful — 
yet he gives me only the bare necessities. He will never take me 
anywhere; is not even civil to meat times, and yet” —her voice 
dropped to a whisper—‘“TI said ‘until death do us part’.” 

The man patted her on the shoulder affectionately. “Well 
slip away again, later on, little girl,” he said, “and have another 
junket just like this one. We’ve had a great time together, 
have n’t we—just you and 1?” His eyes were soft and clear. 











M' for clothes, why should not a twwoman be interested in what she is most 


interesting in? 








T pleases me to read, in culinary magazines, 
How scraps of meat and ‘taties cold and half-a-dozen beans 
. May be made over into tempting dishes steaming hot, 
ail! And ne’er a thing be wasted of the substance you have got. 
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Just hash ’em up together, all the remnants, lean or fat; 
The tidbits small and tasty which you used to feed the cat; 
And make delicious dishes for your family to eat, 

While saving papa’s pennies in a manner nice and neat! 





Dear knows I’d like to try to cook and to economize! 

I yearn to mix and rechauffé in ways that appetize— 

But my family won’t let me, for, in spite of all my moans, 
They gobble up the gravy and they hardly leave the bones! 


I never, never, never, never saw such appetites! 

Devouring all there is to eat with horrid hungry bites. 

There’s not a single morsel left to “warm” or “fry”? or “stew;” 
So every day, three times a day, I serve uv something new. 


” 


And I can only solace me with thinking how ’t would seem 

To “take a bit of this or that and just a little cream” 

And build a meal, nor spend a cent — Alas, it makes me weep 
To think, but for my hungrv folk, that living would be cheap! 


Yes, Id like to try these recipes and thus economize; 
To mix and mince and rechauffé in ways that appetize 
If my family would let me, but in spite of all my moans, 
They gobble up the gravy and they hardly leave the bones! 
Grace Stone Field. 
od 


She leaned toward him and put an arm about liis neck. On her face 


HE dreamy stillness of the mountain air had wovena spell Was the love beyond words. “ Phil, old pal,” she said, ‘you’re just the 
over the man and woman, as they sat close together, nicest brother that a girl ever had!” William Sanford. 
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HOME-BOUND AMERICANS BEFORE AND——-— 





JUST A GIRL. 


WOULD a faithful lover be, 
True to the one who’d cling to me, 
And for her die, or live and work; 
No favor asked me would | shirk; 
And everything that I possess 
I’d give to bring her happiness; 
For ber 1’d be a gent or churl, 
But I haven't got the girl! 






I’d like to be a man possess’d 

With but a home—a place to rest,— 

A home where everything is pent, 

To make man happy and content; 

A place where I could cause delight, 

By bringing toys on Christmas night— 
Where all my joys I could unfurl, 
But I have n't got the girl! 


I’d like to be a hero brave, 
With but a chance my State to save— 
To charge into the cannon’s breath, 
And suffer everything but death; 
Then, mounted and with escort grand, 
Return unto my native land, 
And see the flags for me unfurl, 
But I have n’t got the girl! 

Jno. L. Hobble. 
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ON THE SUBURBAN LINE. 


“Ta ’s that, Miss Sadie? Dropped your pocketbook? ( Ding.) 

Well, we ’ll run the car right back in a jiffy —O, don’t men- 
tion it; that’s what we’re here for—to’commodate the people. Going 
to the circus, I suppose ?—yes, fine day for it. Be a big crowd there, I 
guess. Wish I could get— (ding, ding, ding)—off to go to-night, but 
another feller wanted me to take his car so he could go. ’Course I get 
the pay for it. I saw your sister, Miss Molly, the other day. She’s 
been away, ain’t she? (Ding.) I thought so—yes, I see it right 





LIGHTNING CHANGES IN EXPRESSION. 
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AFTER THE CUSTOM-HOUSE DECLARATION-SLIPS ARE DISTRIBUTED. 


‘longside the track. O, no trouble at all. (Ding, ding.) Wait a sec- 
ond; let me wipe off the dust—closed tight—nothing lost—O, don’t 
mention it—that ’s what we’re for; to ’commodate the people. Molly’s 
been up to Westport, I suppose— most generally visits there, don't she? 
O, is that so? Well, I suppose she had a great time. They say New 
York ’s the place to have it. My brother Jim was there last winter for 
a week, and I guess he did the old town up—ought to have, anyway— 


took a whole week’s pay with him. How’s all your folks? ‘That’s 
good. Say, excuse mea minute; somebody’s took a fit up front... . 
What ’s that, young feller—lost yer hat? Well, what in ? Say, 





why don’t you nail your hat to your head circus day? Stop until you 
can run back and get it! Say, do you know we’re six minutes late 
now? What do you think you’re on—a slow freight? Bran new 
Panama, cost you seven dollars and a half? Well, I ain’t responsible 
for your acts. O yes, you can get of after you gimme your fare—all 
right— (ding) — must be a mile or two up the track. What’s that 
—you shouted and whistled, but I did n’t pay no ’tention ‘cause I was 
too busy flirtin’ with a lady passenger? Say, young feller, you've got 
a slack wire somewhere. (Ding, ding.) \.ook cut, there—you'll fall! 
Wait until the car stops! What’s that— th’ motorman started before 
you got off? Come to life, young feller, you’re running on one 
motor! Yes, there’ll be another IN ABOUT AN H-O-U-R! . 
Well, now, what do you think of that Johnny’s nerve? Next time, 
I suppose he ’ll want me to stop the car somewhere along th’ right o’ 
way and let him pick violets!” 











** Come to life, young feller!” 














TAKE IT FROM HIM. 


JupGe.— You are charged with beating your 
wife. What have you to say? 

PRISONER.— Not guilty. If I could lick her 
1’d be the White Hope! 


THE BRIDE’S POST-CARDS. 
TO HER MOTHER. 


at which weare stopping, and I have 
made a cross over the window of 
our room. Harry is the dearest, 
sweetest, dar/ingest, BEST husband 
in all the world, as I told you that 

he would be. Now weare going out 

Iam so proud of him. BELLE. 





for a walk. 


TO HER MAID OF HONOR. 

Dearest May.—I am writing this with a 
pencil, on the beach, a picture of which you see 
on the other side. Such a beautiful place! 
Harry is sitting at my feet smoking. O, May, 
he 7s such a dear! I cannot hope for anything 
better for you than that your Joe will be just 
like my Harry. BELLE. 

TO HER SISTER. 

Sissy DarLInGc.— This is a picture of a tree 

under which we are sitting. Such a beautiful 


PUCK 


place! Harry has been reading to me, but has 
fallen asleep on the grass—dear boy! He is 
such a dear! I am sure that vou will all be 
proud to have him in the family. ‘The hotel is 
fine. Such delicious ice-cream for luncheon 
to-day. I am so happy. BELLE. 


TO HARRY’S MOTHER. 

DEAREST MoTrHer.— Harry says that I 
must call you mother now, and of course I 
want to do everything Harry says for me to 

do. I owe you ten million debts of gratitude 
for rearing him into such a splendid man. This 
is a picture of an old well from which we have 
just had a drink of water. Harry has gone off a 
little ways to find some wild violets forme. He 
just lives for me. Your daughter, BELLE. 


TO AUNT MARY. 

Dearest AUNTIE.— Just a line to tell you 
that I have the dearest and best husband in the 
world. We have been married five whole days, 
and he is just perfect. We are getting to be old 
married folks, are n’t we? ‘This is a picture of 
a house said to be more than one hundred years 
old. Washington stopped here. We are so 
happy it seems as if it can’t last. BELLE. 


TO HER FATHER. 

DeEaR Papa.— This is a picture of a lake that 
we can see from a window of our room. I 
thought you would be interested in it because 
you love the water so. Harry is taking a nap, 
and I am hardly breathing for fear I disturb 
him. He is such a dear, and I know you will 
feel proud to have him for a son. The hotel is 
very good. Had such nice green peas and 
spring lamb to-day. I thought of you, for I 
know how you like them. BELLE, 


TO ONE OF THE BRIDEMAIDS. 

Dear HELENE.—I promised to write you, 
and you see I am keeping my word. ‘This is a 
picture of a mountain not far from here. We 
can see it plainly when it is clear. O, Helene, 
Harry is just what I knew he would be— “he 
best husband in all the world! When you are 
married come to this place for your honeymoon. 


Ty 





A VACATION DISCOVERY. 


THE Kip.—O Gee! School-teachers has legs! 


The hotel menu is almost as good as a regular 
New York hotel. We are perfectly happy. 
BELLE. 
TO HER UNCLE HENRY. 

Dear UNCLE.— You see I have not forgotten 
you, even if I am an old married woman and 
have been away from home a whole week. This 
is a picture of a famous old horse in this neigh- 


borhood. I thought of you as soon as I saw 
the picture. You are so fond of horses. Harry 
sends love. He is the dearest of dears. He 


has just gone for a little walk. it has been 
raining, and he did n’t want me to go with him 
for fear I got my feet wet. He is so thoughtful 
about me. Whata lucky girllam! BE tte. 
M. M. 


MANUEL. 


ITTLE T1M.—Father, I’m going to take up 
Manual Training. 

Murpuy. — Don’t ye dare! Ye see what 
happened to him, didn’t ye? Ye kin follow 
Emp’ror Willyum or the Mikedoo of Chiny, but 
Oi’ll not have ye imitatin’ that Portygese dago. 





SOM, 


T T’S advertised as “ high and cool,” 
me A place where “ breezes always blow,” 
But when you come you find the rule 

Is ninety in the shade or so; 
The natives pant and roll their eyes, 

And keep repeating o'er and o’er 
This formula, to make you wise: 

“It never was this way before!” 


Vl Yi 
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And if it rains for days and days, 

As it is almost sure to do, 
Old-timers say, in mild amaze, 

“It’s very Strange! We never knew 
A season when it was n’t clear 

Except for showers—nothing more— 
This weather now is very queer, 

It never was this way before!” 





If flies are thick (they always are), 
If ants and June-bugs are a pest, 
4 If, singing sweetly near and far, 
Mosquitoes never give you rest, 
Here is the talk you’re sure to get 
While fighting insec‘s by the score: 
“Yes, they are very bad, and yet 
They never were this way before! ”’ 
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At all the way it ought to be; 


It doesn’t matter where you land, 
By mountain rill or seaside spot, 
They try to make you understand 
That when you’re there the place is not 





In fact, they very much deplore, 
And young and old alike agree: 
“It never was this way before! ”’ 
Berton Braleyp. 

















THE CROWNING 
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UNITIES. 


TOUCH. 


UDDENLY, to their no small consternation, the Gods were con- Sha Rhine Maidens ate potatoes and all manner of starchy foods. “In 


fronted with that revolution in social ideals whereby mere 
motherhood ceased to be looked upon with favor. 


order to preserve the unities!” they explained, 


” 


“The unities!” repeated the then world, in great perplexity. 


Naturally, it would be no longer practicable to have a “Yes. Only very stout songstresses will be able to do full justice to 


sucker born every minute. 


made up that 

business in the 

largest sense 

might not be 

¢ caused to suffer 
too much? 

“ Let’s,” remarked the Gods 
shrewdly, “try the device of 
rendering each sucker more 
so!” Such the origin of the get- 
rich-quick obsession—by_ its 
instrumentality the available 
supply of suckers was made 
to go much further. - 


in 2171. 
ae MemBer. — So. she 


has n’t a good claim to 
belong to our Daughters of 
Aristocratic Lineage Society ? 
Second MEMBER. — No in- 
deed. I have fully investigated 
her case, and her ancestor only 


How was the deficit to be so the trilogies and things which are destined to be written about us!” 
declared the Rhine Maidens 
with prophetic discernment. 














HIS’: FAILING. 


M* Gore. — The Cuh- 

nel, I am sorry to say, 
hahdly ever knows when he 
has had enough. 

Jupce Becap.—No suh. 
When the Cuhnel has had 
enough he does n’t know any- 
thing. 


FELT SO SMALL. 
ge Did you get in all 
right last night? 

Woccs.—O yes. 

Boccs.— Then the doors 
were n’t locked, as you feared ? 

Woccs. — Indeed they were, 
but my wife yelled at me as I 
was coming up the steps, so I 
crawled in through the letter- 








went south with the New York slot. 

team in IgIt, and was then sent . a 

back to the minors. History doesn’t LIKE CURES LIKE. : TS fact that money does not make 
show that he ever played ina Big Dr. Quack.—ITIlum! Your system is pretty well run. down, sir. Take the man seldom worries the man 


League game in his life. a little pig-iron after each meal — say about twelve times Or so a day who is trying to make the money. 





wr that has been done does not seem to be advertised so extensively as work 
that is going to be done. 








KNEW NOT 


PRESENT-Day Boss. They could n’t have hit on a better 





AT THEY DID. 
of electing Senators if we'd been there to fix them. 











fn the Base-Ball Spotlight. 
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ter Breen ever since they had a diff'rence 
over which should be first alto in the choir, 
an’ they don’t speak as they pass by. Sis- 
ter Perks ain’t spoke to Sister Sharply for 
nine years because of words they had over 
Sister Perks’s cow getting into Sister 
Sharply’s garden an’ eatin’ it about all up 














Ill. CHRISTY MATHEWSON, NEw York's Most 


UsEFUI CITIZEN. 


A LACK OF HARMNY. 


“6 HERE’S one thing I ruther think it to 
be my bounden duty to speak to you 
about, Brother Greene,” 
Sharpe to the new minister as she 

offered him a piece of very pale and very narrow 


dried-apple pie. “That is the 
fact that there ain’t the harm’nv 
in our church that there ought 
to be, an’ if you can do anything 
to sort o’ make things diff’rent 
you’d best do it. Deacon Jones 
ain’t ever spoke to Deacon 
Brown since they had some 
trouble over a line fence back in 
’5g, an’ Deacon Cobb has been 
at outs with Deacon Grabb ever 
since they got into some kind of 
a muss over the last hymn-books 
we bought back in ’7o. Sister 
Todd has been at outs with Sis- 


said Sister 





in one night. Brother Jackman an’ Brother 
Quint had a fallin’ out over a political mat- 
ter the year McKinley was elected Presi- 
dent, so they don’t speak as they pass by. 
Then we have in the church what some 
calls the Old Pew an’ the New Pew parties. 
Fifteen years ago they started a movement 
to put new pews in the church, an’ some 
was for it an’ others ag’in it, an’ they ain't 
never come to no agreement, an’ the New 
Pew an’ the Old Pew parties don’t have 
no more to do with each other than they 
have to. Then we ain’t agreed regardin’ 
revival meetin’s. Some wants ’em an’ some 
don’t. Then, some wants only a quartet 
to do the singin’ an’ some wants a chorus 
an’ a solo now an’ then. Old Deacon Brush 
has offered to paint the church if he can 
paint it a bright yaller, an’ some say they 
want it white, so you'll have that matter 
to look up. ‘Takin’ it by an’ large, there 
ain’t the harm’ny there might be, an’ I 
dunno but I might as well tell you that 
there was five or six who wouldn’t vote 
for you to come as our pastor. They 
wanted another man we had candidatin’ 
for a couple o’ Sundays just before you 
tried. I do hope you'll be able to bring 
about good an’ right feelin’, but I dunno, 
1 dunno.” M, M. M. 





REMINISCENCE. 


hr boy bethought himself of a great 
many remarkable things which were 
not taking place all about him. And right 
shrewdly. 

“For these,” quoth he, with wisdom beyond 
his years, “are what one need be prepared 


fondly to recall in one’s old age.” 


ON THE TRAIL WITH A POLICE-DOG. 


HAVING GOT IN BAD, HE GETS IN GOOD AGAIN. 


A SCOTCH HIGHLANDER. 








WEEK BEGINNING JULY TENTH. 


Academy of Music, 14th and Irving Place. Stock Company 
in repertoire, 

American Theatre Roof Garden, 42d St. W. of Bway. 
Vaudeville. Twelve All-Star Acts. Evenings 8:15. 
Bijou, Bway and 30th St. “Baxter's Partner,” American 

comedy in three acts. Evenings 8 : 30. 

Brighton Beach Music Hall, Brighton Beach. All-Star Vaude- 
“ville. Daily, 2:45 and 8 : 30. 

Broadway, 41st St. and Bway. Sothern and Marlowe in 
Shaksperean repertoire. Evenings 8 : 15. 

Century (formerly New Theatre) Roof Garden, 62d St. and 
8th Av. Elliott Schenck’'s Orchestra in Summer-Night 
Concerts. Evenings 8:15. 

Cohan’s, Bway and 43d St. ‘‘ Get-Rich-Quick W allingford,”’ 
with Hale Hamilton. Evenings 8:15. A new view of the 
confidence-man. : 

Colonial, Bway and 62d St. Lillian Russell and other star 
acts. Daily matinees. Evenings 8:15. 

Columbia, Bway and 47th. Burlesque. Daily matinees 2:15. 
Evenings 8:15 f . 

Folies Bergére, 46th St. W. of Bway. Vaudeville, Ballet, 
Cabaret Show. ‘ More Parisian than Paris.” Ev'gs 8:15. 

Globe, Bway and 46th St. Valeska Suratt in “‘he Red 
Rose,” a new musical comedy. Evenings 8:15. 

Grand Opera House, 8th Av. and 23d. Corse Payton’s Stock 
Co. in repertoire. Evenings 8: 1S. 7 

Herald Square, Bway and a. “A Country Girl,” with John 
Slavin. Evenings 8:15 

Irving Place. Gr —“ italian Comic Opera Co. In repertoire 
Evenings 8: ‘ 

Jardin de Paris, “the New York ‘Theatre Roof Garden. 

“ Follies of 1o11. ’ 
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Keith & Proctor’s, Fifth Ave., Bway and 
28th St. All-Star V audeville, Daily 
Matinees Evenings 8:15. 

New Amsterdam, 42d St. W. of Bway. 
“The Pink Lady.” Evenings 8 :15. 
A musical comedy de luxe founded 
on *‘ la Satyre.”’ 

il New Brighton Theatre, Brighton ‘Beach. 

All-Star Vaudeville. Evenings 8:15. 
Daily matinees, 

Terrace Garden, Lexington Av. and 58th 
St. Vanden Berg Eustis Opera Co. 
in repertoire, followed by vaudeville. 

Victoria Theatre and Roof Garden, 42d 


St. and Bway. Hammerstein's All- 
Star Vaudeville. Daily mat. Even- 





ings 8:15. 


Winter Garden, 7th Av. and S5ist St. 
Gertrude Hoffmann in ‘tla Saison 











Russe,” with Corps de Ballet. Even- 
ings at 8:30. 
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TWO TYPES. 


HERE’S the case of Hardluck,” said Shortway, the 
grocer. 

“What about him?” I asked. 

“QO, he’s one of those men who never quite 
catch up with their bills. Always next door to 
broke, you know. They ’re the kind that knock 
all the profit out of the grocery business. You 
have to wait and wait for your pay, and in the 
meantime it’s a case of borrow more money to 
keep the business going. O, I guess he’s honest 
enough. Once in a while he comes in and pays a little 

; on account, and he always apologizes and promises to pay 
up in full before long. He used to have quite a little money at one time, 
but he lost it all in some way. Now he’s working on a salary, and I 
guess it isn’t a very big one.” 

“That ’s a little tough,” I said. 

“Q yes, I suppose so; but I have n’t much sympathy for him. He 
ought to have hung on to his money when he had it. But I do feel sorry 
for his wife. She used to travel with the best people in town —she was 
old Judge Taylor’s daughter—but she can’t afford to any more. She 
goes around wearing old, shabby clothes, and I guess she doesn’t get 
much amusement. She is quite a friend of my wife’s, and the poor thing 
is always telling what a hard time they have to get along. She is 
thoroughly embittered against her husband. She says she was always 
used to having everything at home, and when she married she expected 
to keep her place in society. A woman naturally feels such things. She 
says she can see now what a mistake she made in marrying such a man. 
0 yes, I guess Hardluck does the best he can, but that is n’t much con- 
solation to his wife, and it certainly does n’t pay my bills.” 

He turned to the bookkeeper. “Say, Lizzie, make out a statement 
oi Mr. Hardluck’s account and mail it to him some time to-day.” Then 
tome: “We have to stir him up once ina while. If we didn’t, he might 






use all his money to pay some of his other bills, and we would n’t get a 
look-in. I haven't any patience with such aman. Men like that ought 
to be tarred and feathered. They are the biggest detriment to business 
of anything in this country.” 

And I helped Shortway to heap condemnation on Hardluck and all 
his kind. While we were talking, Skinner passed. 

“Tnere goes a smart man,” I said. 

“You bet,” said Shortway. “He owes me over two hundred dol- 
lars, and I'll never get a cent of it. And I’m not the only one, by any 
means. I’ve tried every way to collect, but it’s simply impossible. He 
does n’t own anything in his own name, and anyway he has so much 
influence politically and otherwise you simply can’t afford to antagonize 
him. He’s a pretty shrewd fellow, all right. Ha! Ha! Did you ever 
hear how he got a new sidewalk built in front of his residence for noth- 
ing? That was a pretty good one. Of course, the property is in his 
wife’s name. Well, it seems he went to Tom Purcell and told him to go 
up to the house and put in a new cement walk along the front and up 
to the porch. It was a good long stretch altogether, and Purcell was 
glad to get the job. He got his men together and started in to tear up 
the old walk, when out comes Mrs. Skinner and orders them to quit. 
Says they don’t want a new walk. Purcell hunted up Skinner and asked 
him what to do about it. ‘Go ahead and put in the walk, of course,’ 
said Skinner. ‘My wife’s got one of her spells, that’s all. Don’t pay 
any attention to her.’ So Tom went ahead and laid the walk— one of 
the finest in town —but when he presented his bill he found he’d been 
buncoed. Mrs. Skinner owned the house and had n’t ordered any walk. 
In fact, she had told him not to build it. Of course, there was no way 
to collect from Skinner, and there you are. Purcell told me he was out 
a hundred and seventy-five dollars on the deal. Ha! Ha! Ha! If I was 
as smart as that I’d die a millionaire. I won’t ever get the money he 
owes me, but it’s worth the price to be done by such a smart man. 
Ha! Ha! Ha!” 

And I helped Shortway to chuckle over the praiseworthy smartness 
of Skinner. Walter G. Doty. 











role of parents in their turn. 





Be" children usually outgrow their brightness, thus becoming fitted 


to fill the 
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A FLATTERING 


Nurse.— You may well be proud. 


LIKENESS. 


The resemblance is striking. 
He is even now a little bald.—Ze Rive. 











A bottle of Abbott’s Bitters should be on every 
table to serve with the soup course. Sample by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. W. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





Tue Ducuess OF BLANKSHIRE (who has made a poor drive).—A little too 
much to the right, I’m afraid. 

OpsEQuUIOUS PROFESSIONAL (who is instructing the Duchess).—O, not at 
all, your Grace; the hole has been cut too much to the left.—Go/f Ji/ustrated. 


IN THE HEART 
OF NEW YORK CITY 
Where Centers Commercial Activity 

and the Attractions that Draw Visitors 

From Every Quarter of the Globe 
















WHERE CENTERS HOTEL LIFE 
FOR THE BUSINESS MAN, club-like 


in its hospitality. 
FOR THE TOURIST or sight-seeker, 
luxury, comfort and entertainment, after the 
day's outing. 
FOR THE FAMILY, home-like environ- 
ments with seclusion or the opportunity of ex- 
periencing the fascination of public gatherings. 

THE HOLLAND HOUSE, 30th Street and Sth Avenue 
Near Underground and Elevated Railroad Stations. 

















Selector key of the model 10 


columns as she wills. 


the work to be 
done. 


And this is only one 
of a score of nota- 
ble improvements 
on the model 10 


VISIBLE 
Remington 


Remington 
Typewriter 
Company 
(Incorporated) 


New York and 
Everywhere 





Remington 


The Remington Column Selector is the great- 
est of all recent typewriter improvements. It | 
enables the operator instantly to place the “ 
carriage where she wills, skipping as many 
By eliminating the 
hand spacing of the carriage it saves from 
ten to twenty per cent. of labor according to 


“HERE ARE THE FIVE COLUMN SELECTOR KEYS” 


i. SOR 





Why inch along like an old inchworm with that antiquated hand spacing of the type- | 
writer carriage when you can go right to the spot with a single touch on a Column} 
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THE Way oF A WoMAN. 

‘She passed me on the street yester- 
day without speaking.” 

“She did?” 

“Ves, the stuck-up thing.” 

“T wouldn’t say that. Perhaps she 
didn’t mean to snub you.” 

“Of course she meant to snub me. 
You see I had on my old hat.” 

“That would n’t make any difference 
to her.” 

“QO, wouldn’t it? Once before 
when I happened to have on an old 
dress she didn’t speak to me, either. 
Now I’m through with her. If she 
doesn’t care enough for me to speak 
when I’m in my old clothes she need n’t 
speak at all. I won’t speak to her when 
1’m dressed up. That’s all there istoit.” 

“Did you speak to her?” 

“T should say not. It’s her place to 
speak first. Do you suppose I’m going 
to attract attention by yelling my lungs 
out for the like of her? I guess not.” 

«Perhaps she didn’t see you?” 

“See me? Of course she did. I 
saw her, didn’t 1? Then, why didn’t 
she see me ?”— Detroit Free Press. 


THE INTERVIEW. 
“What did that statesman say, when 


| you asked him for an interview?” 


“Very little,” replied the scribe. 

“What’s that big bundle of manu- 
script ?” 

“That’s what he’ll think he said 
when I get it written out and submit 
it to him for verification.”— Washing- 


| ton Star. 





Eyes Exposed to Sun, Wind, Dust and 
Smoke Need Murine. Its Soothing, Health Re- 
storing Influences Appeal to Autoists, Tourists, 

i Men, Mechanics, Firemen and Students, 








“WHAT you see in that creature to 
admire I can’t see,” said Mrs. Dub- 
leigh. ‘Why, she’s all made up. Her 
hair, her figure, her complexion—every 
bit of her is artificial.” 

“Well, what of it?” retorted Dub- 
leigh. “If the world admires self- 
made men why should n’t it admire a 
self-made woman ?”— Harper's Weekly. 





COLORED TRANSPARENCIES IN ARCADE, 
PENNSYLVANIA STATION. 


Two sombre, gray windows at the western 
end of the Arcade of the Pennsylvania Station 
have heretofore dulled the colorful effect of 
the attractive shop windows on both sides of 
the main entrance to the Waiting Room. 
These windows enclosed compartments given 
over to service work. In order to brighten 
them, and bring them in line with the general 
effect, the Company has installed in the spaces 
a combination of illuminated transparencies 
in color, depicting distinctive scenes photo- 
graphed from the line. 

The central piece of each window space 
is atrain. On one side is a representation 
in scenic surroundings of the Pennsyivania 
Special at full speed, on the other the first 
photograph of a standard all-steel passenger 
train drawn by an electric locomotive. Sur- 
rounding these central views are photographs 
of scenery ranging from a pastoral land- 
scape in Pennsylvania through valleys and 
mountains to an eighty-inch bathingscene on 
the Jersey Coast. There are sixty-two dif- 
ferent views in the collection, bes'des four 
panels devoted to a map of the System, a 
diagram of through-car service, and advertis- 
ing announcements. 

The transparencies are photographed on 
glass and then colored by hand, and the col- 
lection makes the largest combination of this 
kind ever assembled in one frame. 

They are lighted from the rear by con- 
stantly burning electric lights which reflect 
from a metal background a uniformly diffused 
illumination. 

The illuminated windows were uncovered 


June gth. 
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Car 


“'There’s no place like 
home,” and no soap like 
Pears.’ 

Pears’ Soap is found in 
millions of homes the world 


over. 
Sold everywhere. 








A music teacher in a New England 
school was trying to make the children 
of the fourth grade understand the 
value of a triplet-—to get them to 
know that three quarter notes under a 
brace were equal to two quarter notes. 

She could n’t make them under- 
stand; finally, in despair she asked: 
“What are three little babies born all 
at the same time called ?” 

“ Accidentals!” shouted a_ small 
boy, with a vague remembrance of the 
lesson of a week before. — Saturday 

vening Fost. 
















A Wise One. 


“Do you think [ am really your 
affinity?” asked Solomon’s 985th wife 
coquettishly. 

“My dear,” said the Wisest Guy, | 
“you are One in a thousand.” 
| He got away with it, too. — Zo/edo| 
Blade. | 

| 


“THREE dollars a minute?” said the 
youth who had asked the long-distance | 
|telephone rate between him and the| 

lady fair. 
“Yes, sir,” said the telephone clerk. | 
“TI guess I’m not on speaking terms 
with her,” sighed the youth, sadly 
counting the two dollars and fifty cents 
| in his purse.—Detroit Saturday Night. | 


| 
| 
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FV ROESEVER 


dog so uppish with the others?” 


‘*O, to-day he has been appointed head police-dog.”— Fliegende Blatter. 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott’s Bitters be used in making it; insures your 
getting the very best. 

C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 











1,000 Island House 


ALEXANDRIA BAY, 
Jefferson County, New York. 


IN THE HEART OF THE 
THOUSAND ISLANDS. 


In the most enchanting spot in all 
America, where nature’s charms are 
rarest, all the delights of modern civ- 
ilization are added in the 1,000 Island 
House, No hotel of the Metropolis pro- 
vides greater living facilities or such 
luxurious comfort—real home comfort 
—as does this palatial Summer retreat. 
An amusement for every houz, or quiet, 
complete rest, is the choice of every 
guest, 


All Drinking Water used in the house 
is filtered. 
Send two2-cent stamps for Illustrated Booklet. 


O. G. STAPLES, Proprietor. 
HARRY PEARSON, Chief Clerk. 











Voice FRoM BengeatH Hat.—lIs 
that you, Mr. Smithers? 

SMITHERS.—Yes, by Jove! Whoisit? 

THE Voice.—It’s me—Miss de 
Style. I thought it was you by your 
trousers. I’ve lost my way. Would 
you mind taking me home or calling a | 
taxi P— Zaller. | 





“You have kept my nose to the | 
grindstone, Serepta,” spoke her hus- 
band, nerving himself up to say some- 
thing at last, “for fifteen years.” 

“I’ve done more than that, Volney,” 
snapped Mrs. Vick-Senn. “I have 
made you turn the grindstone.” — 
Chicago Tribune. 


What Murine Eye Remedy Does to the 
Eyes is to Refresh, Cleanse, Strengthen and Stim- 
ulate Healthful Circu Promoting Normal 
Conditions, Try Murine in your Eyes. 





The Natural Chama of « 








LAKE GEORGE 
LAKE CHAMPLAIN 
AND THE ADIRONDACKS 


Plus Their ACCESSIBILITY 


from the Great Centers of Population, 
form a Most Desirable Combination. 


The Delaware & Hudson Lines 
Reach such prominent resorts as SARA= 
TOGA SPRINGS, LAKE GEORGE, 
COOPERSTOWN, LAKE PLACID, 
HOTEL CHAMPLAIN, as every one 
knows. They also serve hundreds of 
smaller resorts situated in the Summer 
Paradise of the Empire State which 
appeal especially to him who desires a real 
holiday at a more reason- 
on able price. Write to-day for 
our free summer book (360 
pages), sending six cents 
postage to 


A. A. HEARD, G. P. A., 
Albany, N. Y¥. 
























Always the same 
_good old 


Can’t Beat It 
—because you can’t 
equal it. The bottles 


bear the triangular 
label. 


**The Finest Beer 
Ever Brewed’’ 


Ask for it at the Club, Cafe 
or Buffet. Insist on Blatz. 
Correspondence invited direct. 


Cortes AGARS 


“MABE AT KEY WESTJ= 








‘IT HEAR she married beneath her.” 
‘*VYes; her husband plays a wretched game 
of bridge! ”— Courier-Journal. 








HELLO, BROTHER! 


We want you to meet 100, 
ooo good fellows who gather 
round our “Head Camp” fire 
once a month and spin yarns 
about sport with Rod, Dog, 
Rifie and Gun. 

































The NATIONAL SPORTS- 
MAN contains 164 pages cram- 
med full of stories, pictures of 
fish and game taken from life, 
and a lot more good stuff that 
will lure you pleasantly away 
from your everyday work and 
care to the healthful atmos- 
phere of woods and fields, 
where you can smell the ever- 

reens, hear the babble of the 
rook, and see at close range 
big game and small. Every 
number of this magazine con- 
tains valuable information 
about hunting, fishing, and 
camping trips, where to go, 
what to take, etc. Ali this for 
15c. a copy, or with watch fob, 
$1.00 a year. We want you to 
see for yourself what the Na- 
tional + Sr is, and 
make you thi 
SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER 
On receipt of 25 cents in 
stamps or coin we will send 
you this month's National 
Sportsman and one of 
our heavy Ormolu Gold 
Watch Fobs (regular 
Price sec.) as here 
shown, with russet 
leather strap and 

gold-plated buckle. 
‘an you beat this? 
This month's Na- 
tional Sportsman, 
regular — I5C. 
Rational 8S por ts- 
man Watch Fob, 
fegular price, 50c., 
total value, dsc., 


Ail pone 2 5c. 
Don’t Delay—Send TO-DAY! 
National Sportsman, Inc., 78 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 














HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


$2, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 


BRANCH WARKHOUSK : 20 Beekman Street, ¢ New Yor«. 


All kinds of Paper made to order 





Shine om 
artemis S/S 
Bar Keepers Friend 


lasts, it will shine on! It benefits all metals, minerals 
wood while cleaning them. 25c 1 }b box. For sale by drug- 
and dealers. = 2c stamp for sample to  Gearge 
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IF YOU WEAR A SHIRT 


You need the 


Krementz Bodkin-Clutch 


STUDS and VEST BUTTONS 


The most perfect for wear with 
stiff front shirts ever invented, 

In this position they }$ 
go in like a needle with- 
out marring or rumpling 
the stiffest linen. Then 
turned into this position 
they 





Hold like an anchor 
spiral springs 
solder joints 
hinges 
loose parts 

UNBREAKABLE 

A new stud or vest button free, in 

exchange for a bodkin-clutch that is 

broken or damaged from any cause. 


Leading Jewelers have them in all 
grades and many styles. Write for book- 
let, ‘‘ Solid facts,” telling all about them. 


KREMENTZ & CO. 
61 Chestnut St. NEWARK, N. J. 
Makers of the Famous Krementz Collar Buttons 


to cause ) 
trouble 


NO 
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Nosopy Loves A Far Man. 

According to the newspapers and 
magazines, England is jealous of us. 

Germany does n’t like us. 

France is suspicious of us. 

Japan is actually preparing to fight us. 

Canada thinks we are going to kid- 
nap her. 

Mexico feels that we want to mort- 
gage her resources and then foreclose 
the mortgage. 

Spain positively detests us. 

Cuba thinks we are a fresh lot of 
Alecks. 

Chile secretly buys battleships to sell 
to other nations who want to lick us. 

Russia thinks we are an ungrateful lot. 

There are others— let these instances 
suffice for now. 

Will the muckrakers kindly advise— 


* does anybody love us ?—£xchange. 


Caroni Bitters— Unequalled for flavoring 
Sliced Fruits, Ices & Jellies. Sample on receipt 
of 25 ‘cents, Oct. C. Blache & Co., 

78 Broad St., N. Y., Gen’! Distrs, 





| believe, and a lot of silver plate,” an- 
swered the smiling matron; “but thank | 
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“SEE AMERICA FIRST.” 
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ALMOST PROVIDENTIAL. 


“T understand your house was en- | 


night, Mrs. 
“What did 


tered by burglars last 
Jipes,” said the reporter. 
they carry away?” 

“QO, they got a gold spoon or two, I 


goodness they overlooked two books 
trading-stamps that I’ve been 
nearly three years in filling!” — Chicago 
Tribune. 


Puck Proofs 


Photogravures from PUCK 





rzmann 


Copyright 1008 by Keppler & Schwa 





THE FIRST AFFINITY. 
By Carl Hassman. 
Photogravure in Carbon Black, 13 x 19% in. 
PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 
Price Twenty-fiz 


Smaller Size, 11 x 8 in. e Cents. 


This is but one example of the PUCK 
PROOFS. Send Ten Cents for 
Catalogue with over Sixty 
Miniature Reproductions 


Address PUCK, 
295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 
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Egypt ian 
Deities 
The Utmost 
in Gi igarettes 


Via 
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So distinctive 
in flavor they 
are impossible 
| | of imitation 


Cork Tins or Plain 
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‘Pry that, madam,” said the Serpent 
politely, as he offered Eve an apple. 
four 
of them to the acre 


‘You can raise hundred barrels 
GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. eee 
on one of our irri- 








“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.** : ‘ 

50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. gated orchard farms in the Bezingo 

GOUT & RHEUMATISM| Valley. Your husband can purchase 
as a forty-acre tract on easy payments 


the family moved 
from Eden to seek the new home.— 


Chicago Lost. 


USE GREAT ENGLISH REMEDY Be | 
= 


BLAIR’S PILLS Ea 


SAFE, EFFECTIVE. 50c. & $1.00 R07 | 
DRUGGISTS, or 93 Henry St., Brooklyn, N.Y, > mae 


Shortly afterward 

















Laugh and Grow Fat ! 


The Good Old 


Summer Time 


is here at last 


Any Old Time 
is a Good Time to | 
Subscribe for 


Take PUCK and Laugh !! 











THE FOREMOST 
HUMOROUS WEEKLY OF AMERICA 


As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 


@ It is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive. 





@ It is attractive pictorially, because its artists are among the best. 
@ It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political history of the times. 


@ It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 
supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 


Published Every Wednesday. 10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 


If your newsdealer doesn’t handle PUCK, 
PUCK, New York 


ask him to order it for you. 
Enclosed find ten cents for which send 
me a liberal package of sample copies 


of PUCK. 





Tell Your Newsdealer 


Guede 


NEXT WEEK. 


Name.... 


Address 


























Waxed paper Pink paper keeps 
keeps freshness rolUkS mOlent 
in 
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\ Look for the spear ——— 





ie | J 











